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Voume 3, No. 35 La Paz, Mexico December 26, 1978 


The last week of Expedition 11 which began with the rush of 
working with the Cosmos TV team, ended peacefully at anchor 
off the municipa} pier behind the bar which protects La Paz's harbor. 


Monday was a typical Cosmos day - The whole camera crew 
on deck by 6:30 asm. - filming sunrise silouettes from 7:00 a.m. 
to breakfast 7:40 -7:50 for the film crew and Carl Sagan, the 
narrator, followed by a more leisurely one for the producers, 
allowing smoking time for the "labor"force before resuming production 
at 8:30. Full production proceeded until an 11:30 break for lunch 
and. included: setting all sails, manouvering ship for the camera 
(under power since there was no wind) takes of Carl in the lab, 
of Carl at the lee rail, of Carl near the wheel ( at least 3 each). « _ 
Wrap up with in the water shots from 1 :30 to 2:30. Then 
packing and stand-by for the pick up by boat from La Paz which 
found us, as planned, at 3:00 just inside Isla Espiritu Santo. 
By 3:15 all good-byes were over, all gear and personnel had been 
transferred and Cosmos was gone, only a memory of 11 fine, hardworking 
people, and the Los Angeles flu which by then had 5 victims in 
REGINA's crew. Swim call and a quiet motor off shore to heave to 
for the night brought an arduous day to its close. 


Tuesday was pilot whale day. Flat and overcast, it was ideal 
for spotting the numerous schools of 30-50 animals which were 
alternately feeding and loafing east of Espiritu Santo. They 
seemed to find it a good day for REGINA watching too. Again and 
again groups of whales would approach the drifting ship, come to a 
stop at the surface 3-20 years away and remain stationary at the 
surface for several minutes, emitting trains of clicks clearly 
audible on the hydrophone, before diving under her and swimming 
unhurriedly away. It was the best chance I have ever had to 
photograph these animals and I made the best of it. 


Unfortunately the next cold front arrived with the dawn 
cBaring the skies with northwest winds gusting to 30 knots. Since 
whale watching was effectively ended by the weather, we retired 
to the shelter of Isla Partida's Ensenada Grande. Although the 
holding ground (for the anchor) proved poor, a line to a near-by 
rock held us in place for a comfortable afternoon of recuperation 
for the crew and last minute chores for the students. The 
next morning we weighed anchor - by hand since our 271 ( the 
hydraulic winch) had seen fit to break down on Saturday, By 
early afternoon we were safely anchored in the shelter of this 
port. 
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Since then life has been unwinding in its usual way - goodbyes 
are always tough and Thursday, Friday, and Saturday were full 
of them. When they were done, 10. of us were left for a warm 
small Christmas, complete with a tree (not a conifer but 
certainly an evergreen) from the desert, stockings by Ann 
and dinner by Pegeen. The day closed with one of REGINA's parties. 
These parties always start small and just seem to grow. This one 
was no exception. By the time all the voyaging yachts in the 
harbor had disgorged their crews aboard, we had 46 guests. Rum 
and eggnog flowed, cookies crumbled, nuts cracked, and talk: 
swelled, 


It wasn't too easy to get up this morning, but a "sour arising," 
as New Zealander Jeff Julien used to call such occasions, 
is a small price to pay for 46 new friends. 
Happy New Year! 
Sincerely, 


Dr. George Nichols, Jr 
Master, r/v REGINA MARIS 


